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« or nearly all his 69 years, lawyer 
Charles Garry has been a rebel with 
one cause or another. The son of Ar- 
menian immigrants, he worked his wa; 
through law school at night and, was a 
Depression socialist who began his le- 
gal career defending militant trade 
unions. In the 1950s he represented al- 
leged Communists before the House 
Un-American Activities Committee 
and refused to answer questions 
himself: “I told them to kiss my 
ass.” Then fora decade he Served ; 
the embattled chief counsel for the 
Black Panthers, defending Huey New- 
ton, Bobby Seale, and Eldridge Cleaver 
with such a flair for courtroom 
dramatics that one policeman, under 
intense questioning, jumped from the 
witness stand and pulled his gun on 



Lane to a guesthouse as Jones’ follow- 
ers massed around the vat of poison. 
“Pretty soon two young men with guns 
at the ready came to us. They said they 
were ready to die and happy about it, 
because they were going to expose this 
racist, fascist society. Mark very quick- 
ly said, ‘Charles and I will write about 
you.’ I think that saved our lives. They 
said okay and hugged us. We bid ' 
them goodbye and left.” 

: Walking along the road at sundown, 
as they spotted severaimen. “We freaked 
out and went into the jungle. By this 
time it was pitch-black, so we just 
dropped right where we were. We lay 
on the ground for 14 hours.” 

Lane and Garry, who was dressed in 
suit pants, dress boots and a stocking 
cap to keep out mosquitoes, started 
their trek through the jungle again the 
next day in pouring rain, marking their 
path with strips torn from Lane’s un- 
derwear. “About 4 o’clock,” Garry 
says, “we were within a quarter mile of 
the guardhouse at the exit from Jones- 
town.. Lane didn’t want me to check it 
out. He said, 'You’d be endangering our 
lives!’ But I had no patience left and as 
a combat scout in World War II I knew 
how to get around without being seen. 

I picked up a big piece of timber — it 
must have been 1 5 feet long. I had been 
an’s a javelin thrower in high school, and I 
i told Mark, ‘If the guy inside has a weap- 
him on and attacks me, I will throw it at him 
11 a and kill him.’ When I got up to the 
place it was empty. I called Mark to 
luld go come, and from there we headed 
et them straight to Port Kaituma.” 

1 1 had Perhaps the greatest wonder of Gar- 
'you ry’s story is that he has not ended his 
still dealings with the Peoples Temple: he 
he was. continues to represent the tenuously 
and the surviving faction in San Francisco and, 

, when however improbably, to praise Jim 
ress Jones’ vision. “He just flipped out,” ex- 
phis at- plains Garry. “He was very sick. But I 
nedby saw for myself what a beautiful place -, 
Jonestown was. It was filled with 
■“I dedicated, hard-working people — not 

ecause cultists or lunatics.” Like the hundreds 
’s pres- who followed Jones to his grave, 
e Garry apparently only saw what he was 
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Garry. 

As a group, the Panthers were hard- 
ly easy to defend. But no. client- 

betrayed Garry so cruelly as did the 
Rev. Jim Jones; no case in the lawyer’s 
40 years of practice came to such a 
catastrophic end. “I can’t put any sense 
to it,” he says. “I saw a place where 
there was no such thing as racism, sex- 
ism, elitism, ageism — utopia in action. 



Dy rori *aituma, where they were 
ambushed, the lawyers stayed behind 
“I think Jones intended to have us 
shot,” says Garry, who. was taken with 



Garry holds the fata! roster of Jonestown. 
Ho says ho warned «!!m Jones In f 377: 
“Y cur paranoia Is going to destroy you.” 
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